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All veteran model builders know 
Cal Smith as one of the country's 
leading authorities on model building. 
As 0 writer, designer, illustrator and 
winning contestant, Cal Smith packs over 
fifteen years of expert modeling into the 
most complete book of its type ever published. 
His book MODEL BUILDING will appeal to all 
beginners because of the simple, to-the-point 
approach. Seasoned hobbyists will also treasure this 
book because of the advanced designs, facts and figures and 
hundreds of drawings and photographs. For the best guide 
in model building see CAL SMITH on MODEL BUILDING ... today! 
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MUPRV! Get your own gold fettered 

Tmr?^vm. 



You'll lov» thii luitraua, durable wallet of 
virgin vinyl . . . worth 4 times the price! 
Comei in handsoma black calf finish or 
popular two-tone r«d and navy. Ha; 
able coin purse, ident. card, calendar, two 
card or photo container!, lecret money 
pocket) Your first name or initial; in gold 
leaf! Great for Xmas gifts! Hurry! SMITH 
BROS.. BoT 1369, New York 46, N.Y. 

I •ncloM front («var of 1 Smith Bra«. box plus 35i, far 
which pl*a«« sand PERSONALIZED WALLr. 

COLOR I Madi □ M w4 Mwe Q 
First N«iw 




GABBY HAYES WESTERN 



OABBTHAVES 



Jne oNKucM. POWER op 

EVIL SVB BUNK'S HYPNOTIC ORBS 
CH&NSKSABey'S P6ERCES3 LAW' 

ftBIDIMG 3TEeD INTO 

TH6 OUTLAW i 




GABBY HAYES WESTERN 




OABSy HAYES WESTERN 




GABBY HAYES WESTERN 




GABBY HAYES WESTERN 




OABBY HAYES WESTERN 




OABfy HAm wismN 




W ISTEN to that old north wind a-howlingi 
That'i a sure sign of snow or my name's 
not Gabby Hayes! 

Tell you what we'd better do. Let's each of 
us fetch an armful of firewood and we'll get 
into the cabin here and make everything snug 
and cozy. Then when the fire's a-rcaring we 
can all relax, good and comfortable, and sing 
some old cowboy songs. Say, look there! A 
couple of snowfiakes! What did I te!l you? 
And speaking of snow, that reminds me . , . 

As you know, your old chum Gabby is used 
to traveling pretty fast on account of my horse, 
Corker, being the swiftest cayuse in all the 
west. But there was one time a few years ago 
when I traveled even faster — ^must've been 
about two hundred miles an hour. I reckon— 
and it wasn't on any horse ak all, but on my 
own two feet! I see your eyes a-popping, so 
wait till you hear the whole story. 

It happened that I was doing a little work 
for the United States Marshal, trailing a band 
of mean owlhoots known as Bill Thirteen and 
his Dirty Dozen. 1 trailed them plumb up to 
the top of Paleface Mountain which is so 
called because there is always snow there, win- 
ter or summer. And there's a little town up 
there called Frozen Toe, and no wonder. 

But in the town of Frozen Toe, I lost the 
trail. You see, it was so cold there that every- 
body was bundled up in coonskin caps and 
high collars, so the most you could see of any 
man's face would be his nose. This made a per- 
fect disguise for Bill Thirteen and his Dirty 
Dozen. 

And there was a whopping big crowd in 
Frozen Toe on account of they were having 
a ski-jumping tournament. It seems that some 
fellow had come there from Norway and he 
had brought with him something that looks 
like a long barrel stave and is called a "ski.** 
Pretty soon everybody went to chopping and 
whittling and making themselves a pair of skis. 



because thay wert tvtn batttr than anowihoaa 

for going down a hill. 

I went out to whara thay had ■ bff Blldc on 
the aide of tha mountain and lonu ftUowf 

wera practising iki-jumplng and, of eour^a, 
there were some of my fana thara who r««o||;- 
nized me at once because with all my warm 
whiskers I don't have to keep my face all bun- 
dled up. 

One of them says, "That was soma Jump, 
eh, Gabby?" 

"Not bad," says I, "but of course I cotild 
jump farther." 

"My goodness, are you a ski expert?** this 
fan asked. 

"Why sure," responded I. "Of course X am. 
It's child play. Nothing to it.** I bad oerar 
worn a pair of skis in my life, but I wssn't 
fibbing. I am an expert at anything I take a 
hand to. 

First thing you know, there was a crowd 
gathered around, urging me to get in the big 
ski-jumping contest. I protested that 1 wis too 
busy on account of having other work to do, 
but they wouldn't hear of it. So I agreed to 
get in the contest. 

Unbeknownst to me, Bill Thirteen was In 
the crowd gathered around me and he saw a 
good chance to get rid of me. So he secretly 
cut through the leather straps on my skis, just 
enough so they would break if there was any 
strain. 

I should mention that they had gotten up a 
prize of one thousand dollars in gold for the 
one who could make the longest ski jump. That 
gold was what Bill Thirteen and his j>ir'f> 
Dozen were after, but they wanted to get rid 
of me, first. And they very nearly succeeded. 

When it came my turn for my jump, I 
buckled on my skis and stood at the top of 
that hill that seemed like it was going. straight 
down like the side of a canyon. 

"Gabby, why are your knees thaking?" 



■otn«body aik«d. 

Well, I wa, shivering became it was «o cold. 

"Gabby, why are you »we«tini?" lomeone 
eli« yelled. 

Any fool should know I was sweating be- 
cause I W31 bundled up so warm. 

"Why are you so pale. Gabby?" called out 
another. 

Balls of fire I Everybody is pale in the win- 
tertime because you can't jet any sunburn. 
Well, somebody gave me a shove and I went 
sliding down that mountain about two hun- 
dred miles an hour. Then I swooped over a 
hump they had built in the snow and shot up 
id the air. Believe me, I sailed high up. I 
looked down below and saw two of my uncles 
standing at the bottom of the slope watching 
m*. They were so far away that my unclet 
ioclrttd like ants. 

Then the strap on my left ski broke off and 
the titi went falling down. A second later, 
the stiap on my right ski busted and it left 
ma. There I was, high in the sky without a 
ikl. For a moment there, I thought I was a 
gcnar. Do you know how it is with ski-jump- 
ing? Well, you land going downhill and slid- 
ing on f. ur skis. That breaks your fall. And 
If you bnd without akis, that breaks your leg, 
or niayhe your nack! 

Luckily, I have always been kind to birds. 
Birds of all sort* seem to take to me. Aunt 
Heesy once said, in a joking way, that it's 
because the birds think my whiskers are 
feather.. Th.y think I'm a feathered friend. 
Aiiy.vay, I puckered up and gave out with 
my eagle whistle. In a matter of seconds, two 
big b.ild eagles came winging toward me. They 
Iiovcred overhead till I could grab a leg of 
each one of them, and then they eased me 
-io-.vn to the bottom of the slope as good as 
.1 parachute. I broke the world's record for 
slci-juinpini; by over two hundred feetl The 
Olympit Committee later disallowed the rec- 
ord because I had once played semi-pro 
bfiseball. 

Only trouble was, after I landed, my two 
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skis came sliding down after me and whomped 
mc in the head and pitched me into a snow 
bank. Bill Thirteen and his Dirty Dozen took 
advantage of this to steal the thousand dollar 
gold prize and they started riding off down 
the mountain. They had cut loose all the horses 
m town except their own, so nobody could 
follow them. And I couldn't go after them on 
skis because my ski straps were busted. 

Naturally I drew my two trusty sijt-guna 
and started to fire, but both guns had been 
jammed with snow and they merely clicked. 
Well, sir, I was undaunted. I started making 
snowballs and I threw them. I knocked those 
owlhoots off their horses, one at a time, just 
like knocking over milk bottles at a carnival. 

I threw thirteen snowballs and if you think 
thirteen are unlucky, you are plumb right. It 
was very unlucky for those varmints. I recov- 
ered the priie money and herded all those owl- 
hoots into jail. 

You never saw such a celebration. All the 
people in Frozen Toe yipped and hollered and 
some of them carried me on their shoulders 
and even that feller from Norway came up 
and shook hands with me. He said, "I never 
saw such a good jumper! You are the cham- 
1)ion of all, Mr. Hayes I" 

Then somebody said, "The way you can 
throw snowballs, you ought to be a baseball 
pitcher." 

And I said, "Ought to be? Why, I am the 
best baseball pitcher that ever came down the 
pike." 

■IPl^HICH Is how the Olympic Committee 
found out I was a semi-pro player and 
disallowed the ski jump record. And they also 
took the prize away from me, but shucks, I 
didn't want the gold, anyway. Kven if I had 
kept it, I'd Jiave spent it all for birdseed to 
give to my two friends, the eagles 1" 

THE END 



Laugh at tht rioious GABBY HAYES TALL 
TALES In GABBY HAVES WESTERNI 



CAMY HAYES WESTERN 




GABBY HAYES WESTERN 



eABer HAYES 




GABB/ HAYES WESTERN 



GABBy HAYES WESTEM4 



GABBY HAYES WESTERN 




^HO^ ,»inlN6 money? 





DAISY M/MUIACTURIHC CO., OEPV. 123Z, PUMOUTH, MICH.. U. S. ». 



